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FEBRUARY

Is February I give you gallant sport
Of harts and hinds and great wild boars ; and all
Your company good foresters and tall.

With buskins strong, with jerkins close and short;

And in your leashes, hounds of brave report;
And from your purses, plenteous money-fall,
In very spleen of misers' starveling gall*

Who at your generous customs snarfand snort.

At dusk wend homeward, ye and all your folk,
All laden from the wilds, to your carouse.
With merriment and songs accompanied :

And so draw wine and let the kitchen smoke ;
And so be till the first watch glorious ;
Then sound sleep to you till the day be wide.

MARCH

Is March I give you plenteous fisheries
Of lamprey and of salmon, eel and trout,
Dental and dolphin, sturgeon, all the rout

Of fish in all the streams that fill the seas.

With fishermen and fishing-boats at ease,
Sail-barques and arrow-barques, and galleons stout,
To bear you, while the season lasts, far out,

And back, through spring, to any port you please.

But with fair mansions see that it be filPd,
With everything exactly to your mind,
And every sort of comfortable folk.

No convent suffer there, nor priestly guild :

Leave the road monks to preach after their kind
Their scanty truth, their lies beyond a joke.